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Hafiz," said the poet. " Yes," the figure seemed
to say by its expression. " Hafiz, Hafiz," said the
poet to himself, and sank into thought.

Josephine Willemer it was who made him
write the poems of the Divan in the manner
of Hafiz. She herself wrote beautiful poetry,
assuming the name Zuleika. What a woman she
was! How clever, how able, how good! She and
her husband and the poet had spent eight days
together in that riverside town in such indescri-
bable happiness, Josephine was not what you
would call a beauty. Yet she had the peculiar power
of winning your heart in a way that few women
could who might have beauty. Winning your
heart; winning, really, his heart. Eight days they
had stayed in the hotel by the river, he and the
Willemer couple, and he had enjoyed on earth a
bliss that seemed to be of heaven. And yet he
was not free from all the desires of earth. She
too seemed to have felt something like them.
That moonlight night when he and she sat to-
gether by themselves on the roof of their hotel,
she, all on a sudden, said to him: " Goethe, it is
not safe for you and me to be together hereafter."
He had looked at her and said: " You are right/'
Immediately the two had come down from the
roof and gone to their rooms. The next morning